, 


uk 7 
CoAchuANSs WISE: 


Or, A FAMILIAR 


EPETS TEL 


K By Way of * 
DIALOGUE. 
BETWEEN 2 


THOMAS and & RIZ EL. 
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COACHMAN' WISH: 


Or, A .it 


By Way of D141 un karren 
Thomas and Grizel, | 
. My Cares are drow rd, when thou doſt ſmile; | 
| When next your condeſcending Soul, 
Shall deign to taſte gy humble Bowl, 


Whether returning from the Shambles, 


You flily _ and tell your Gambles ; 
e Tb 2 


RIZ EL, thou Charmer of our Ife; 


The World can tell I'm 3 for't; 


(4) 


The Ways of naughty Butchers tell, 


How Mutton roſe, how Swine's Fleſh fell + 55 


or when yout Brows unbenk all oer, 
Circled with Famer and twenty mote, 


When mixing Ale and Gin together, 
Your Wit tranſports you, Lord knows whither, 


Nor leſs delighted love to prate, 
And guide with Praiſe the whole Debate. 


When ohn long us d to Railing Tweam, 
Aſſaults with Violence your tender Ears; 


You hear, (whilſt I wifve long attended) 


Find the Diſpute with ſoft Conceſſions pulled, 


Then kindly ask how old tam, ©: 
With cloſe Enquiries whence I A 22 
Whether my Wages fiſe or not, 
And how much Money I have got, 


How much 'befides Expenices clear, 


I can make out in every Yearz 


Oh, might 1 chen but take the Freedom | 
To write my Thoughes, you ſoon ſhould MY dem, 


And if theſe Truths were then deny'd, 
My Cudgel, if you pleaſe, wou d ſoon decide: 


Grizel, Ti m ſure, you W no Uuct, 85 


E 


Forgive 


(3 


Forgive me then, if your Intent ẽ · 4 


Comes very ſhort of what e 02 591553 bf; 
At leaſt I find, unfotmd before, 4077 SED 
My Wit is leſs, my Folly more. 


How Thomas ! ene doubly ble 8 e 
With double Portion, double Reſt - 


In Vails and tiny Bits you've had your Due; 
But theſe are now forgot by you. ge 


Would my good or bear me ſpeak, 
She'd find thoſe tiny Bits I take, 


To my Great Stomach are but mall! 
That one Good Dinner's worth chem all; 


Then double, double Toil and Troubl | 
Naught but Oholick, Wind and Bubble. 


but fines ou ans $6.60 to hear 9 
one Grievance more I muſt declare, TI 
I ſcarce can ride two Miles. together ET ns 
Without endang'ring too much Leather, © _ 
Which to my Grief and your great Wonder; | 
Has kept us oft twelve Miles aſunder, SS 
Win theſe I've labour'd hard, and ſtrore 
Still to be preſent with my Love; © hes 
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But that the World would think me mad. 
I'd chooſe to live at Holy-Head, —— | 
There might I ſee the Fiſhes play _ 
And fail about the live-long Day; 
In my own Veſſel tight and trim, 


Beneath the Conduct of good * Tim; 


A better Pilot can't be had, —— 
I hope -you'll have . when I'm dead. 


Thom 4 in. Pity to your r.Grief 


II call in Charles to your Relief, 


He'll freely undertake the Charge; 

And you ſhall then be ſet at large: 

This is a Scheme, 1 long have thought on; 
And for your Eaſe ſhall ſoon: be brought on; 


Mean while, methinks — allowing all, 


If Great we may compare with Small, 
or if my Judgment here might pals, 
Lou have a moſt engaging Face; 


Your Legs are like your Wages ſmall, 
Yet ſerve to ſtrut about the Hall; 
* 9 | : 
& Timothy Jones, an eminent Boatman at Holy-Head. 
| Your ' 
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(7 
Your Belly fill'd at every Meal, 
With Wheaten Bread, and Nut- Brown Ale; | 
+ Beſides you have got all my Caſh, — 


Ive not enough to buy a Laſh 
My Wiſhes all, ſuppoſe you grant, 
There's ſomething more I. ſtill ſhould want; 
And where's the Man, who's Heart's at Eaſe, 
Yet cannot live where e er he pleaſe: 
This god-like Power once I had. 
But Times are now ſo very bad, 
That this you muſt allow to me, 
Unbleſt am I, thee bleſt Þ ſee, + - 


"Tis true — but Thomas think again, 
say if you had your Wiſh, what then. 
No Grizel, no, —— thoſe Arts are vain, 
Your Smiles alone can eaſe my Pain: 
But then you know my Modeſty is ſuch, 
I am afraid to preſs too much; 
Yet this might S. —S, * himſelf think juſt, 
With Pay to Day, to Morrow Truſt : 


1— 


— 


— — 


* A Shop-keeper in Dames-Street, who had theſe 


Lines writ in his Shop, and never let any Goods go be- 
fore the Money was paid. 


But 


(8). 


But he is long fince dead and rotten; 
; And all his Rules are quite forgotten, 
| I'd wiſh, dear Grizel, yes, I'd wiſh ſo, 
To have it in my Power —for to beſtow, 
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